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with every single man in the Battalion refused to go on parade,
while a committee was formed of the rank and file to maintain
the administration of the Battalion, and they signed a round
robin transmitted to the G.O.G. refusing to accept any order
other than my own.

A new C.O., a regular officer, with no fighting experience,
and four years my junior, appeared to take over command.
I gave him every facility. No one would accept his orders,
while my officers sat in sullen silence in the mess. The strange
general reappeared and ordered me to command my battalion
on parade. This I refused, unless he placed the order in writing
and liberated me from arrest. This he did. Within five minutes
the Battalion was correctly on parade. The strange general then
employed honeyed words, not revealing to the troops that he had
in his pocket an order to send me home to my Depot pending
further instructions, and that I was to have administered to me
a severe reprimand without court martial, the privilege of which
was denied to me. It was a trick, a dirty trick.

The following day I was summoned by the G.O.C., who took
advantage of the provisions of the new Army Act just passed
through Parliament, and administered to me a severe reprimand.
As I have been first in many things so I was the first recipient
of this new honour designed expressly to break those who had
served their country well in fighting, in order to make room for
others who had skulked at the Base.

I reported home to the Director of Personal Services. Very
sympathetic he was too. The Assistant Military Secretary,
Mayne, who had commanded the igth Brigade, also expressed
in writing every sympathy with my case. My old generals
supported me. I appealed under Section 42 of the Army Act to
His Majesty the King. The same tribunal which has committed
itself to injustice reports thereon with the familiar formula that
" His Majesty has given . . . and regrets/* and so on and so
forth.

They smote me on the isth April, Meteren day, no more
appropriate date. I was ordered to my Depot at Stirling, to
which I was committed with the rank of Captain. I applied
for leave. I was utterly dismayed and heart-broken at being
thus separated from those with whom I had served in the field
almost continually from 1914 until the end of the campaign*
But I pursued my protest, and would have pursued it to the end.
Months later, in September, I received a copy of a letter written